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readily as children when we do not place tyrannic bonds
upon our imagination."

It was an undertaking, however, for which Severn was
quite unfit. He was no critic, nor was he a scholarly
student of his own or any other literature; while even of
the history of Italian painting he had but an unsysteinatised
knowledge. "With all his familiarity with Eaphael or
Hichael Angelo he could at no time have written anything
of importance upon either, for not only was he by nature of
an uncritical mind, to which comparative estimates were as
alien as purely sesthetical appreciations, but he had never,
pen in hand, that concentrative faculty which, brush in hand,
was his safeguard and strength. Moreover, by 1848 his
literary experiments had been too few and unimportant to
enable him to write with any ease or even correctness.
Possibly, he might have succeeded with a simpler subject
or less ambitious scheme; though even when, some fifteen
years later, he wrote his article on the " Vicissitudes of
Keats' Fame/' it had to undergo much necessary revision
from the editor of the Atlantic Monthly. His Reminiscences,
whether written in the "fifties," "sixties," or "seventies,""
could not possibly be printed as they are; though, it may
be added, only small technical corrections are needed
wherever he writes as it were straight from his heart, as
in his loving recollections of Keats. His foremost literary
achievement of anon-reminiscent nature is in his novel, and
thereafter one or two art-essays written in the " seventies.'1"
He was so excellent a raconteur that he might have been
able to train himself to become a successful novelist;
and no doubt he was much better qualified to write a
romance than to enter into rivalry with Walter Savage
Landor in a field which that master of literary form had
made his own. His novel was admired by Odo Eussell
and other good judges; an Italian lady, his friend the
Countess Lovatti, wished to translate it into her own
language; and Heine's friend, the eccentric Countess de la
Kocca, wished to render it into German, and even did go
some length with it. But by 1848 his radical literary for effort aud punished for cowardice and folly.
